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eating dinners that are too good, in gold
plate. But there is no probability of a revo-
lution here. The poor people are servile
unto strangeness.

CXXXVI.

SALISBURY, Saturday, June 15, 1850.
I HAVE enough of this country. I have
an indigestion of perpendicular architecture
and of the perpendicular manners of the
natives. I am particularly furious against
Oxford. One fellow had the insolence to
invite me to dinner. There was a fish of
four inches in a grand silver dish and a lamb
chop in another dish. All this served in
magnificent style, with potatoes in a carved
wood dish. But I was never so hungry.
This is an indication of the hypocrisy of the
people. They like to show to strangers
that they are moderate, and, provided they
lunch, do not dine. I have just made a
bull. I gave a half crown to a gentleman
in black who showed me the cathedral, and
then I asked him to give me the address of
a gentleman to whom the dean had writtennot materially changed.ak in Spanish. I have not
